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liveth to himself,; 


: species evolved int< 


y. Over eight hundred times he says, 

labels Tf“SCIENCE! ’’—CLASSIFIED 11 KNOWLEDGE! He 
did not have the honesty to label his writings as Mr. Hux¬ 
ley did his, who said, 'These es ' 


ently accepted, m_,-- 

because the first chapter of Genesis Bays TEN times that 
everything brought forth "AFTER HIS KIND.” That is 


made man in His own image; but if Evolution is true, 
that the first man was mid-way between modern man and 
the anthropoid ape, there is another lie in Genesis. Then 
the third chapter of Genesis says that the first man and 
woman spoke a plain language. If Evolution is true, there 
is another lie in Genesis. But the Saviour endorsed Gen¬ 
esis as the Inspired Word of God. Deity would not en¬ 
dorse twelve lies as the inspired Word of God. If, then, 
Evolution is true and the Saviour endorsed these twelve 
lies as the inspired Word of God, Jesus was not Deity, 
but only the bastard, illegitimate son of a fallen woman, 
and either a wilful liar and deceiver who claimed to be 

the Messiah when he knew he- -“" J ~ 

goody ignoramt 


md fool who h 

__Saviour, but did 

talking about. Mr. Darwin and 


-7ms Er:K 

the s “ 

g|“, no _ 
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picture show occasionally, injuring you; but it is the seri¬ 
ous matter, in doing this, ot your throwing your influ¬ 
ence for that which is so liable to injure others; and 
God’s word is not for the effeminate, but for earnest 
Christian men and women, boys and girls. "It is good 
neither to eat flesh, nor to drink wine, nor anything 
whereby thy brother stumbleth, or is offended, or is made 
weak.” 


But you say, "It has never hurt me, it has nevei 
my children." But what about the other person, 
about the other person. “ ' ’ 


what 


_,_ __heartless, 

__fiendish, that just so you are safe, just so your 

children are safe, you care nothing for your influence 
damning the other person, damning my children? Hell 
is for just such people. But are you certain it has never 
hurt any of your children? And what about your children 
yet to come? What about your grandchildren, yet unborn? 
What will the ending be of your influence? 

On the Scottish coast there was heard the booming 
of the signal gun of distress. A terrific storm was raging, 
and was driving a helpless vessel into the shore. All at 
once she went in upon the rocks; then the signal gun 
of distress was fired in rapid succession. Captain Jim of 
the life-saving crew called for his men. As they were 
climbing into the life-boat, an old white-haired Scotch 
woman rushed into the water up to her wlast, and lock¬ 
ing her arms around Captain Jim’s neck, began scream¬ 
ing, “Oh! Jim! Don’t go! Don’t go! You'll never come 
back 1 No boat can live In that sea! Your father went 
■ away six years ago, and he never came back! Your 
brother Will went away two years ago, and never came 
back! You are all I’ve got! You’ll never come back! 
Don’t go! Don’t go!" Captain Jim, sobbing, unwound 
his old mother’s arms from around his neck, and said, 
‘Mamma, it is my duty. I am captain of the life-saving 
crew. Good-bye, mamma!” and .quickly pressing her 
to his bosom, he kissed her good-bye. The men bent 
to the oars, and boatload otter boatload of the passengers 
were brought to the shore. Every moment the storm 
was increasing in fearful force. As the last boat-load 
shot up on the shore, the men sprang out shouting,. 


"That's all! That's all!” One of the passengers said, 
"No; there is one lone man left. He is down in the ves¬ 
sel, so sick that he could not come up on deck." In the 
raging, howling storm. Captain Jim yelled, ‘Every man 
to his post here.” As they were pushing the lifeboat into 
the surf and climbing in, the old white-haired Scotch 
woman rushed into the water up to her armpits, and again 
locking her arms around Captain Jim’s neck, shrieked and 
screamed: “Oh! My boy! Don’t go! Don’t go! You’ve 
done your duty! The storm is far worse now! No boat 
can live in that sea! Don’t take these men away from 
their wives and children. They’ll never come back! It’s 
not your duty! Your father went away six years ago and 
never came back! Your brother Will went away two 
years ago, and he never came back! You’ll never come 
back! Don’t risk all these men for that one lone man! 
Let him go! Don’t go! Don’t go!" Sobbing aloud, Cap¬ 


pressing her to 
am captain of tl 


3w; I a 


bound to go! Goodbye!" 


like demons to ___ __ 

era on shore saw the life-boat beside the vessel on the 
rocks, and they saw a man running up, hand over hand on 
the rope. At last—it looked like ages—they saw the 
sick man being lowered into the life-boat. Then came the 
.... Jj, r ttm shore. The storm had grown terrific. 

yonder on top of a 
truggling like demons 
iwn into the trough. 


They saw the little life-boat 
mountain-like- ” 


the oars, ai___ 

They waited breathlessly. 

But again they saw the little life-boat on the top“or“the 
mountain-like wave. As the men were bendine to the 
oars. Captain Jim, standing in the prow of the life-boat 
puttinghis^hands to his mouth, at the top of his voice 

—. Ah, friends! 

going t( 


shrieked, " 


11 mother it is brother '.... 

= “■ *» over, these fearful things ai 

closer to some of your homes than you think. May_ 

1 ^ ? V? 1 ? yo . ur souls ’ " tt is good neither to 

itflesh, nor to drink wine nor anything whereby thy 
is offended, or is made weak.” What 
Am i my brother’s keeper?” 
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is one soul 
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